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But where was Panuco ?   Where the Corona camp ?
" Fifteen minutes," said the boy.
" Come and show us the way."
He would not.
" Five pesos—ten if you will."
" No, I must milk the cows."
" The cows won't hurt for thirty minutes."
" It is getting night."
" There is a moon."
" My father is out. . . ."
Nothing would induce him. So we followed the direction
he pointed out. No wonder he would not come. We picked
our way for three hours, our eyes glued to the track, oblivious
of the surrounding beauty, oblivious of everything but the
effort of getting along. We were ferried by an Indian across
the Panuco river in a dug-out, walked for what seemed hours
along the opposite river bank in silent single file, through maize
and cotton to our waists. Fireflies danced around and before
us, and the moon rose in all her glory, making shadows among
the great banana leaves.
A little more rum to urge us along, and even Dick shouted
" No," when asked if we were downhearted.
We had started walking at three-thirty—it was nine-thirty
when we tottered into the Corona camp and the superintendent
gave up his little house to us for the night. The wife of one
of the staff made some supper for us, but before the eggs were
fried my head fell in my plate and I was fast asleep 1
IX
My longing for peace and the simple life, which has always
filled my heart through all the most exciting and eventful
episodes of my life, would suggest some primitive origin
asserting itself in my veins. More probably it was the law of
cause and effect, of action and reaction. Be that as it may,
I was desperately in need of peace after the crowded year that
began with Moscow and culminated in Mexico. It was there-
fore with profound joy that I retraced the journey from

